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Section I:

Vampires & the Undead

* * * *

At two a.m. it grows colder

and it seems darker outside

than I ever imaged it to be.

 


My room, lit by a single candle

whose flame dances in

unseen drafts from an open pane—

this is where I hide from the world,

where I cower from all evils,

myself included.

 


I have not gone out in so long—

I have not eaten in so long and

though my stomach remains deathly silent,

my veins hunger for food.

Their rumbling is almost audible.

 


I do not wish to live any longer

but death is beyond my reach.

I could divide the flesh at my wrist

and watch the dark blood well up

but I’m afraid my need will take control

and I won’t be able to stop myself

from pressing my own flesh, cold,

against my greedy lips to drink.

 


I cannot drink from the dead

but I am simply not alive—

the unliving undead of lore.

 


Within my darkened room, where

the candle flickers feebly but

is not extinguished, I begin to wonder

if I could drink from me.

* * * *

Whose is the blood which flows

through your long dead veins?

Hated yet admired

dead yet not

you are but another lost soul

searching for salvation

the only way you can.

 


And here you are, now, with me,

searching through a love

that transcends time

transcends life

transcends immortality

and eternal

damnation.

 


The darkened road you walk alone

deep in the Valley of Death

is not the path I wish to tread

but if you take me now in hand

if you lead

I shall follow.

* * * *

Stay—it will be but a short while

for now is my time

but my powers are limited

my charms weakening

and the day comes.

 


Envisioning the burning orb of sunlight

I cringe at the thought

the very idea

of everything laid bare before me

no shadow to cower behind

no darkness to cover my sleep.

 


Stay—hide me away in your protective arms

hide me in your soul

your deepest corner of existence.

 


Keep me safe—keep me warm

for the night is almost over

and every day I die.

* * * *

Mirrors cannot lie

I am not here.

Look for yourself,

see that I have no reflection

in that tempered glass

although I stand before you,

larger than life where there is

no life within me, not anymore.

 


If the eyes be another set of mirrors,

windows to the soul,

look deep into my fevered orbs

and see…I have no soul

and there is no life within.

* * * *

In the darkness, he comes.

Curtains billow and he appears

swathed in black, long hair hanging

before pale skin

painfully drawn.

 


In the darkness, he comes,

eyes red beneath a sheet of auburn

and teeth bared against the cold

against the dark,

the night.

 


In the darkness, he comes,

his kisses drawing from me more

than breath, giving me something more

than life,

than death.

 


In the darkness, he comes,

and through his undead veins my blood

courses; through my dying veins

his does the same.

* * * *

your skin, grown cold

its ghost still pressed to mine

your smile, stiff, sepia-toned

in photographs yellowed by time

your eyes, the shine behind them

dead in the early morning light

 


me, pulled from a grave

where I lie each night

alone, your hands no longer

holding me tight

my heart, no longer beating

in rhythm with yours

which no longer beats.

* * * *

No.

I refuse to allow you to do this

this one condemning act.

 


You don’t realize the consequences

of what you ask me to do.

 


An eternity damned

forced to seek the life of others

simply to live yourself?

 


No.

Stop giving me those

pleading eyes, those

adoring eyes, those

damnably living eyes.

 


I am too weak against you

I want you too badly to stop

but I love you too dearly

to condemn you to me.

* * * *

His Creation

 


days have folded into years

yet I remain the same—an old woman

trapped within a doll’s body.

porcelain skin, china hands,

marble eyes whose depths betray

my weariness, a full mouth with lips

painted red, as if with blood.

 


he who made me loves me

as a child loves a toy, only when

he wants to and not out of need.

he has made me stable in a changing
world;

no matter where he goes or

what he does, it’s me he returns to,

here, in our little doll house.

 


but I cannot survive on his pretend love,

his pretend cookies and tea.

I need something stronger, something
thicker,

to sustain my aged soul and so,

when he is gone,

I eat women.

 


a few years older than the age I will

never be, whose care he turns to because

this child’s body does not comfort him,

although he made it to do just that.

women whose breasts mock my tiny nipples,

whose bodies are ripe fruit I suck until

they are as hollow as me.

 


in the darkness of my little doll’s bed,

my stomach full of other women’s blood,

my own breasts ache to swell into
fruition;

blood, not my own, aches to flow from me;

muscles tighten in anticipation of a deeper
ache

I shall never feel.

 


because he wished it so, I have

grown up within this child’s body

forever dying to grow old.

* * * *

Once I courted you—wild nights in dark
streets

Russian roulette in a bed, a new one each
morning,

living only to die.

 


Then I met him.

 


I ran with you because I feared your
touch,

the empty nothingness of not-being, the
close

stuffiness of a white satin prison cased in
pine.

But he knew you, too—not as the inevitable
shadow

that plagued my day but a buffoonish
clown,

to be laughed at and scorned.

 


Is there any way not to love a man

who laughs in the face of Death

and lives?

 


“I can give you an eternity,” he
whispered.

My blood rushed at his words, swelling
until

I thought my very heart would burst.

 


“Do you want to live

forever by my side but

forever out of my reach?

Do you want to live

unable to be satisfied,

always reminded of that

which you cannot have?

Does such tragedy

appeal to you?”

 


I had to admit

it did.

 


As I lay dying, one last kiss, one last
embrace,

I called out your name. I will not walk

in your shadow again; I court you no
more.

 


My master is my own veins, hungry.

My master,

older than blood itself

and just as dark.

* * * *

The Drinker

 


You sway above me, proclaiming your love.

Through half-closed eyes I see the heated
flush

rising into your cheeks, I see the pale skin
redden

with a healthy glow…your words slur.

 


You lean over me again, kissing my neck with
hunger.

Languid, I run my hands through your loosened
curls,

watching myself in the shattered
fragments

of the broken mirror on the dresser

opposite the bed…you moan into my flesh.

 


Satiated, you lay back against the
pillow,

rolling from on top of me. You pull me
into

your cold arms, nuzzle close and murmur
nonsense

I almost understand.

 


The coppery stench of your breath is
heady

like alcohol in the air.

 


Then you rise and begin to weave

back to your own room,

drunk once again on my blood.

* * * *

The darkness waits.

 


I feel it out there, just beyond

my touch and pressing closer.

A crouched beast, hungry,

made bold by time, waiting

for me to slip, to give in,

to come closer.

 


The darkness waits.

 


I hear its steady breath, I feel

the hot air stir my hair, I sense

its impatience. I have to twist

my traitor hands together to keep

from reaching out to touch

the emptiness of my life where I know

 


The darkness waits.

* * * *

There’s no rest for the wicked

And no peace for the dead

No love for the weary

The grave’s only another bed

Sleep is just an enemy

and the only friend I know;

There’s no rest for the wicked

and in the end, nothing to show.

* * * *

drink, and your thirst shall be quenched

tear back the soft, warm flesh

lap the salty sea beneath

still flowing, the tides rolling in

out of the slowing organ where

death resides—pull out before the last
sip

dead blood holds no life for you.

* * * *

It’s raining. The white concrete

turns a dingy gray as drop by

drop plops and splatters, each

raindrop that full

and that fatal.

 


Dressed in black, I complement

the graying sidewalk like a bruise

complements pale skin, though

no bruises grace my cold paleness

because a bruise is just pooling blood

and my blood is not my own.

 


My hair curls from the dampness

but it does not grow damp.

My footfalls echo as if in a mausoleum

but this sidewalk, rain-flecked, could be
anywhere.

I do not grow tired, I do not get wet,

for my kind, ancient as lust,

as death, as black as blood,

my kind walks between the raindrops.

* * * *

Section II:

Ebola

* * * *

he walks among us here

amid ancient trees, lush undergrowth

hiding until we anger him

 


then he comes

swift as a sudden squall

deadly as a coiled asp

ready to strike

 


he grabs hold of you by the neck

squeezing dull pain into your muscles

headaches foggy, incomplete

spreading, fanning

the fires of infection

 


until in a red rush he leaves you

dying

for another

* * * *

shifting heat even in shade

towering trees, humid in season

cries of babes piercing as macaws

wails of women unafflicted

watching their people die

 


a fever burning skin, hot

to the touch, aches dull

unresolved, a phlegmy rattle

the only sound within

heat radiating, fire burning

death in the devil’s own disguise

* * * *

It feels like the flu at first

aches in your joints

stuffed up nose

cloudy, achy head

your lower back is killing you

quite literally.

 


The next day you feel worse

will you ever shake this bug?

Not likely.

 


Then the sores come

large, dark, scary

you know something’s not quite right

lying in a pool of sweat

your own wastes, deadly

 


In the end when it has liquefied

you, when you crash

blood pouring from every orifice

a medical phenomenon known as

“bleeding out”

infecting everyone around you

 


You breathe your last and think—

it feels like the flu at first.

* * * *

Horribly deadly.

People. Again. In some forms,

Ebola Reston, that

the monkey building

the particular

occupied Ebola known as

broke out strain but after

the Ebola scare,

hurt doesn’t here, monkeys

was never but can be

kills.

* * * *

And so it spreads

 


They live too far into the bush

too far from civilization as we know it

and so it spreads.

 


Who knows what they come in contact with?

What animals carry the disease?

And so it spreads.

 


No hospitals to care for them

those they have too unsanitary

to prevent inevitable contamination

and so it spreads.

 


Here, in a different world,

where animals are kept behind bars

like prisoners and even the trees

know their place, here,

we only learn of their plight

after entire villages have perished

washed with dirty, infected blood

and someone stumbles upon the dead.

 


Then we suit up, take samples, bag and
tag

as if they lived on another planet

whose air we can’t breathe

whose dirt we can’t touch.

 


We fly home, study the virus,

keep it safely on ice like our mixed
drinks

our martinis, our cocktails, hidden in the
fridge

and we wait for it to strike again

out there

before we do anything about it.

 


And so it spreads.

* * * *

From across the ocean

a pale rider comes forth

from the jungly growth,

from the blackguard heart

of the dark continent.

 


Slaying all in his wake,

old and young alike—

I know he searches for me.

It’s my name etched on his sickle,

my name he whispers before

each death, each night.

It’s my face that haunts

his dreams, my face that drives

him ever
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